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on to the right path, denying himself at times.
Though, at the moment, denial had been hard and
seemed to bring no pleasure, he had thereafter,
in consequence of such self-control, received satis-
faction which was ten times as worthwhile as the
joy of experience. Contentment was bliss and
bliss contentment. Should man look for bliss in
experience or in self-denial ? Which was better ?
Renunciation or^possession ? Discipline' or indul-
gence ? Shall a man, on the ground of natural
affinity, live as a lover with a woman, or should
he, on the ground of right and morality, lead a
chaste life ?

The poet turned this question over in his
mind for some time. The review of his life
which his mind had made involuntarily had
fatigued him. The question, "What is right, this
or that, this or that," merely turned over in the
mind without any progress in thought. Who is
to tell which is right ? With the knowledge that
man has, it is difficult to say which is right. With
more light one would be in a better position to
decide. More light is needed. With this thought,
the, poet turned over to the other side. The
bedstead creaked a little. This brought the
t attendant to the poet's side. It might have been
l^jse of the attendant's steps, the poet opened